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ERS. 
For the Southern Rose Bud. 
4 Surmrmmer’s Evening in the 
Country. 

To the admire 
or situation is 
Summer and winter,day and night, 
present to his 
succession of objects,ever calcula- 
ted to remind him of the existence 
and beneficence of the 

The glories of a summer’s day 
have called forth the graphic pow- 
ers of many of our poets. But | 
am 
summer’s 


ORIGINAL PAP 





night has ever 





silence, as 
this 


sidered the reiga of 
well as of darkness; 


eessation of “the hum of man” 
in acity, than to the country; for 


certain birds and insects keep up | 
| notice of danger, 
| approxciies, 
| birds, flutter away as if wounded, 


such a continual noise, that the day 
is probably more remarkable for 
silence, than those hours when all 


nature is clad in “tthe sable man- | 


tle.”’ 


I was riding through the wood- | 
upper country; a) 


lands of the 
summer’s shower had caused the 
vegetable world to assume a bright 
green after aday’s exposure toa 
burning sun:—'That orb was now 
sinking in cloudless majesty to- 
wards the western horizon; the 
heavens inthe opposite direction 
presented a varied and gorgeous 
spectacle; the thunder-cloud was 
slowly passing away, its lower 


surface of dark blue imparting a 
portion of its blessing to some 
uther section ofthe country; above, 
it appeared of a dusky red, while 
its summit, catching the parting 
rays of the sun, seemed a snow- 
capped Chimborazo reflected a- 
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a a EN RS A i 


en 


rof Nature notime | 
without interest — | 
' on the lower 
contemplation a | 


Creator. | 
| 


| hogshead; 


ay 


not aware that a Carolina | 
been | 
_ joy as they dart upon their prey; 
| they are remarkable for some other 
idea is | 
far more correct, in relation to the | 





gainst the deep blue sky:—the 


birds were retiring to their 
nests; but one species, the Night 


Hawk,had just sallied forth on his 
evening excursion, and might be 
seen sailing above the tree tops 
on his leng wings, each marked 
surface with white 
spots, and occasionally darting 
with an arrow’s speed in a straight 
course, uttering acry compared 
by naturalists to the sound pro- 
duced by blowing in an empty 
they feed upon insects, 
and from one of their names, ‘Bull 
bats,”? probably on bats also; the 
sound just alludedto,seems aery of 


peculiarities in their habits;— 
they lay but two eggs, on the 
bare ground, and during the in- 
cubation of the females, the male 
acts us a faithful sentinel to give 
and if a man 
they, like some other 
intruder from their 
when perched upon a tree, 
they sit, not like other birds across 
a bough, but lengthwise;—but to 
return, 

Asthe light of the sun became 
more indistinct, another bird of 
the same family, and which is of- 
ten confounded with the Night- 
Hawk, uttered at intervals the 
startling order,‘* Whip poor Will!” 
repeating the same note so often 
as to resemble a nocturnal alarum. 

Every tree appeyed alive with 
grass-hoppers, scraping together 
their wing-cases, and producing a 
frequently repeated sound, which 
some imaginative persons have 
compared to ‘Katy did it,” with 
the reply and rejoinder, ‘Katy 
didn’t,” ‘She did!” —To me, the 


to decoy the 
eggs: 





sound is rather as if an immense 
number of little saws of highly 
tempered steel were simultaneous- 
ly engaged in dividing the twigs 
of the trees; occasionally, one of 
the labourers will stop to take 
breath, while the work of industry 
is continued by the rest.— The ex- 
treme sensitiveness of these little 
insects, is truly astonishing; if, 
while one of them is scraping for 
the amusement of his silent part- 
ner, (for only the males produce 
the sound,) even on the top of a 
large tree, a person only touches 
the trunk, the musician ts instant- 
ly silent. 

" I now reached my place of des- 
tination, and the pleasures of so- 
cial converse soon engaged my 
attention, in preference to the mo- 


notonous sounds of the insect 
tribe —These lines have been 
written, not to announce facts, 
new to the philosopher, but to 


teach the youthful readers of the 
‘‘Southern Rose Bud,” to ‘‘look 
through nature, up to nature’s 
God!” A NATURALIST. 


AUTHENTIC LETTERS, 
@Y MRS. ELIZA WILKINSON, 
Written during the invasion & possession of Charles 
ton by the Lritish, in 1779, aud copied by herself, 

for a friend im 1782. 


(Continued from Vo. 46, Vol. I.) 

YonGe’s IsLanp, 
(About thirty miles fiom Charleston.) 
After this, we saw not any of 
our friends for a great while ;they’d 
taken a different routto Willtown, 
Pon Pon, and other places; where 
they heard the negroes were very 
unruly, and doing great mischief; 
so they rode about from plantation 
to plantation, in order to quell 
them in time; we grew melancholy 
and unhappy, on our friends ‘dis- 
appearing, and hourly expected 
unwelcome visitors, but seeing nor 
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hearing nothing of them, only 
that they were erecting Forts at 
the ferry, I began to be in hopes 
they would not be so free in obtru- 


- ~-— 


ding their company on us, as they | 


had dune elsewere—but at length 
the time arrived. The second of 
June, two men rode up to the 
house; one had a green leaf, the 
the other a red string in his hat; 
this made us suspect them as spies 
(for we heard M‘Girth’s men wore 
such things in their hats ) They 
were very particular in their en- 
yuirtes, ‘ifthere were any men in 
the house’? (Foolish fellows! if 
there were, they would not have 
had time to have asked us that 
question. )\—“‘If any had _ been 
there?” ‘*No.”’ “Did any go from 
here this morning ?”’ Impertinents 

thought I, do you think that we 
are bouud to answer to all your in- 
terrogations! but 1 must not say 
so. Well, says one, ‘‘do you know 
Col. M‘Girth will be along here 
presently withtwo hundred men? 
You may expect him in an hour 
or two.’’--Ah! thought I--Id far ra- 
ther-—(if I must see one) see old 
Beelzebub—but -here are some of 
his imps--the forerunners of his 
approach. ‘Why,’ (said my friend 
Miss Samuells) ‘if Col. M’Girth 
should come, I hope he wont act 
ungenteelly, as he’ll find none but 
helpless women here,who never in- 


jured him!”’ “*O!” says one, ‘“‘he’ll 


only take your clothes and negroes 
from you.” After alittle farther 
chat, they rode off, leaving us ina 
most cruel situation, starting at 
every noise we heard,and dreading 
the enemy’s approach.—In the 
meanwhile, papa and mama _ had 
two vistors of the samo class; 

they persuaded papa to take a pro- 
tection, but in vain—he declined 
it—they then threatened him if he 
did not, but withall, assured him, 
that it he would, such a number 
of men should be with him to guard 
his property. ‘Then,’ says papa, 
“the Americans willsenda: ‘eater, 
and how then?” ‘*Why, then you 
shall have such a number,” says 
they. But papa replied that, what- 
ever number they’d send, the A- 
mericans would still senda grea- 
ter, and their guard would be no 
service tohim. They then asked 
him ifhe’d heard of one M’Girth. 


| say they 





“Yes, I’ve heard of sucha peison,’ 
says papa. “Did you eyer hear 
any good of him?” “Why, no, 
I can’t say I have--people com- 
plain very much of bim ” “Well,” 
, “if you don’t take a pro- 
tection, he'll plunder you of every 
thing—he’ Il be here presentl}’’— 
‘I can’t help it,’’ was all the re- 
ply. 

Well, now comes the day of ter- 
ror—-the third of June. 
never love the anniversary of that 
day.) In the morning, fifteen or six 
tecn horsemen rode up tothe house: 
we were greatly terrified, thinking 
them the enemy, but from their 
behaviour, were agreeably de- 
ceived, and found them friends. 
They sat a while on their horses, 
talking to us-—and then rode off, 
except two, who tarried a minute 
or two longer r, and then followed 
the rest, who had nearly reached 
the gate—one of the said two must 
needs jump a ditch—to show his 
activity I suppose-—for he might as 
well, and better have gone in the 
road.-—However, he got a sad fall; 
we saw him, and sent a boy to 
tell him, if he was hurt, to come 
up to the house, and we would 
endeavour to do something for 
him-—he and his companion ac- 
cordingly came up, he look’d ve- 
ry pale—and bled much—his gun 
somehow in the fall, had given 
him a bad wound behind the ear, 
from whence the blood flowed down 
his neck and bosom. plentitully: we 
were greatly alarmed on seeing 
him in this situation,and had gath- 
ered around him, some with one 
thing, seme with another, in order 
to give him assistance.--We were 
very busy examining the wound, 
when a negro girl ran in exclaim- 
ing—“O! the kisg’s people are 
coming, it must be them, for they 
are allin red.’”? Upon this cry, the 
two men that were with us, 
snatched up their guns, mounted 
their horses, and made off--but 
had not got many yards from the 
house, before the enemy dis- 
charged a pistol atthem. ‘Terrified 
almost to death as | was--I was 
still anxious for my friends’ safety; 
I tremblingly flew to the window, 
to see if the shot had prov’d fatal: 
when seeing them both sale, 
‘“Thank Heaven,” said I ‘‘they’ve 


(I shall | 





got off without hurt!””—-I’d hardly 
utter’d this,when IT heard the hors- 
es of the inhuman Britons, coming 
in such a furious manner, that they 
seem’d to tear up the earth, and 
the riders at the same time bellow- 
ing out the most horrid curses im- 
aginable—oaths and imprecations 
which chilled my whole frame 
Susely, thought I, such horrid Jan- 
guage denotes nothing less than 
death, but I’d no time for thought 
—they were up to the house——en- 
tered it with drawn swords and pis- 
tols in their hands--indeed they 
rushed in, in the most furious 
manner, crying out, ‘Where’s 
these women rebels?” (pretty lan- 
guage to ladies, from the once fa- 
med Britons!) 'That was the first 
salutation! The moment they es- 
pied us, off went our caps, (I al- 
ways heard say none but women 
pulled caps!) and for what think 
you? why, only to get a paltry 
stone and wax pin, which kept 
them on our heads, at the same 
time uttering the most abusive 
language imaginable, and making 
as if they’d hew us to pieces with 
their swords; but it’s not in my 
power to describe the scene, it 
was terrible to the last degree— 
and what augmented it, they had 
several armed negroes with them, 
who threatened and abused us 
greatly. They then began’ to 
plunder the house of every thing 
they thought valuable or worth 
taking; our trunks were split to 
pieces, and each mean _ pitiful 
wretch crammed his bosom with 
the contents, which were our ap- 
parel,&c. &e. Xe. 

I ventured to speak to the in- 
human monster, who had my 
clothes. I represented to him that 
the times were such, we could not 
replace what they’d taken from us, 
and begged him to spare me only a 
suit or two; but I got nothing buta 
hearty curse for my patns; nay, so 
far was his callous heart from re- 
lenting, that casting his eyes to- 
wards my shoes, ‘‘I want them 
buckies,”’ said he, and immediate- 
ly knelt at my feet to take them 
out, which while he was busy a- 
bout, a brother villain, whose en- 
ormous mouth extended from ear 
to ear,bawled out, ‘‘Shares there, 
I say, shares.””—-So they divided 
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my buckles between them. The 
other wretches were employed in 
the same manner;they took my 
sister’s ear-rings from her ears— 
hers, and Miss Samuels’s buckles; 
they demanded her riag from her 
finger, she pleaded for it,told them 
it was her wedding ring, and beg- 
ged they’d let her keep it; but 
they still demanded it, and pre- 
senting a pistol at her, swore if 
she did not deliver it immediately, 
they’d fire. She gave it to them, 
and after bundling up all their 
booty, they mounted their horses 
But such despicable figures! Each 
wretch’s bosom stuffed so full, 
they appeared to be all afflicted 
with some dropsical disorder; had 
a party of Rebels, (as they called 
is) appeared, we should soon 
have seen their circumference les- 
sen. 

They took care to tell us, when 
they were going away, that they 
had favoured us a great deal— 
that we might thank our stars it 
was no worse. But I had forgot 
to tell you, that upon their first en- 
tering the house, one of them gave 
my arm such a violent grasp, that 
he left the print of histhumb and 
three fingers, in black and blue, 
which was to be seen, very plain- 
ly, for several days after. I show- 
ed it to one of our officers, who 
dined with us, asa specimen of 
British cruelty. If they call this 
what must their cruelties 
be? It must want aname! ‘To 
be brief, aftera few words more 
they rode off, and glad was I-- 
‘‘eood riddance of bad rubbish,” 
and indeed such rubbish was I 
never in company with before.-- 
One of them was an ofticer too! 
a sergeant, or some such, for he 
had the badge of honor on his 
shoulders! After they were gone, 
[ began to be sensible of the dan- 
ger I’d been in, and the thoughts 
of the vile men seemed worse (if 
possible) than their presence; for 
they came so suddenly up to the 
house, that I’d no time for thought; 
and while they staid, I seemed in 
amaze! Quite stupid! I cannot 
describe it. But when they were 
gone, and I had time to consider, 
I trembled so with terror, that I 
sould not support myself. I went 
into the room,threw myself on the 





bed, and gave way toa violent 
burst of grief, which seemed to 
be some relief to my full swollen 
heart. 
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[TO BE CONTINUED | 
For the Southern Rose Bud. 
LATIN ANECDOTE, 
By Frontinus. 
(From the chapter on discovering the 
designs of an Enemy.) 
Caius Marius, Consul bello 
Cimbrico et Teutonico, ad excu- 
tiendam Gailorum et Ligurum fi- 
dem, litteras eis misit, quarum 
pars prior preecipiebat, ne interi- 
ores, quw priesignate crant, ante 
certum tempus aperirentur: eas- 
dem postea ante prastitutam diem 
repetiit, et quia resignatas reperer- 
at, intellexit, hostilia agitar. 
BOOKWORM. 


FO CORRESPONDENTS, 

Remittances from Walterboro’, $4, in 
addition to $2 previously acknowledged. 
From Sandton, $1. 

If a correspondent approves the change 
in his signature, he will please to use it in 
his next communication. 

A verse has been substituted in the Obit- 
vary, as the one sent had previously ap- 
peared in Vol. Ist. 

**Moina,’’ from St. Louis, received. 


Answer to Conundrums, 


3. Cockermouth. 
4. ‘lwo; inside and outside. 





Conundrums, 
5. If a woman were to change hey sex, 
of what religion should she be? 
6. Why is a pig with a curled tail, like 
the ghost in Hamlet? 
7. Why are the last year’s Rose Buds 
like apprentices? 





PO! MY YOUNGEST READERS, 





For the Southern Rose Bud. 

I once knew two little girls, na- 
med Anna, and Mary. Anna was 
very careful, and whenever she 
received a book, she asked her 
mother to cover it, aud never turn- 
ed down the leaves; but Mary was 
very careless; if she bought a 
book at the same time with her sis- 
ter, hers was always lost or des- 
troyed. 

One day, their mother said she 
was going to the Island, and that 
they must be ready. Now Mary 
was very fond of the Island, but 
when the time came for them to 





‘go, her tippet could not be found, 


the string of her bonnet was lost, 
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and her mother said she must suf- 
fer for her carelessness, by stay- 
ing at home, and she thereby lost 
the pleasure of her trip to Moul- 
trieville. , 

Now, my friends, perhaps some 
of us resemble Mary more than 
Anna; let usendeavour henceforth 
to correct our habits of careless- 
ness. 


Crecitia, a School Girl. 





For the Southern Rose Bud. 
Mrs. Editor, ° 

Having seen in your interesting 
little paper, a piece on the diso- 
bedience of children to their pa- 
rents, I offer you the following. 

There is a little girl whose 
name 1s Mary; when her mother 
requests her to come to breakfast, 
her reply like ““Emma’s” is, “I 
won't.” 

Now, is it not very naughty for 
a little girl to speak to her moth- 
er inthat manner? Perhaps she 
does not know that she is displeas- 
ing her heavenly Father, who has 
commanded her to honor and obey 
her parents in all things. 

I hope when she,sees this, she 
will try to amend, and if she does, 
Mrs. Editor, you shall hear from 
me again. Yours, 


P. 





POETICAL LETTER. 
(By a little girl 10 years old.) 
Dear Aunt, 
I have sitten to write you a letter, 

Which I beg you’l! accept for the want of 
a better. 

Since we live in the country where news 
is sO rare, 

If | wrote nought but news, I’d have pa- 
yer LO spare, 

So [ll fill up my paper, and take up your 
time, 

By trying to write you a letter in rhyme. 

That father is better,this fact will express; 

He has played with the Doctor a few 
games of chess. 

Myself, and my mother,and all of the rest, 

W ith a full share of health are most hap- 
pily blest, 

Our lot too contents us, except that we 
want 

‘The soul cheering presence of you, dear- 
est Aunt, 

Give my love to my aunts, and forget not 
grandmother, 

My uncles likewise, and my dear little 
brother. 

And now that I’ve written as much as 
i can, 

I remain your affectionate, dutiful ANN 

Toogoodoo, Aug. 22. 
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FOR THE SOUTHERN ROSE BUD. 
KQUkigT. 
I smile in the sunbeam, and dart in the slorm; 
‘To the fleet-footed rainbow, I lend its bright form; 
I tint the pale sea-gem, that sparkles below ; 
And deck for the mermaid, her couch pure as snow. 


[ nurse dying twilight, with soft trembling kiss, 
Till my foot almost slides into night's dread abyss; 
Then haste to the morning, to burnish her hall, 
And struggle with shadows, till wearied they fall. 


And flit o’er the cascade, with silver wing spread; 

‘Chen dash to the comet, that hangs proudly high, 

And wake a fresh glance in her wild glaring eye. 

I hang the ice mountain with gay chandeliers, 

And smile on the vale, with ber face gemm’d with tears; 

‘Then peep at the sad mist, w ithin her damp shroud, 

Or sired crimson blushes o’er morning’s grey cloud, 

I point the bright tear, in the violet’s eyes, 

I visit the tulip, and mingle her dyes; 

[ kiss the pale snow-drop, that bows in her grief, 

And my fond resting place, is the Rose Bud’s pure leaf. 
A FRIEND. 





FOR THE SOUTHERN ROSE BYD 
THE MAID OF SUMMERVILLE. 


I’ve wander’d far by land and sea, 
O’er lowly dale, and sunny hill; 
But none so lovely seems to me, 
As the gweet Maid of Summerville. 
Iler voice is music, and tts notes 
Fall oa the ear hike woodland rill, 
When on the silent air it floats— 
That gentle voice in Summerville! 
Her eyes! I cannot tell their hue, 
Such shifting rays those bright orbs fill; 
‘They always beam with colours new, 
Those sparkling eyes in Summerville. 
Her form! its light and airy grace 
Is chasten“d by her modest will; 
I know not whether form or face, 
Is best, in her of Summerville. 


lifer mind! oh rich is he, who reads 

That treasure gathering, gathering still; 
A field unchok’d by folly’s wee.s, 

Is that rich mind in Summerville. 


And that kind heart, that‘sacred fount 
Whence purity and joy distil, 

Oh, who those precious drops shall count, 
And t easure up in Summerville? 


Charleston, S. C. EDGAR. 








FOR THE SOUTHERN ROSE BUD. 
RELIGION. 


What is religion? ask the letter’d sage, 

Whese mind scholastic truths in vain engage, 

And he will tell you, “tis the only way, 

‘That leads frail mortals to eternal day. 

What is religion? ask the dying man, 

Whose life at best, is but a little span, 

And he will tell you, ’tis the golden chain, 

That draws him up to Heaven, with saints to reign. 








What is religion? ask the aged sire, 
Whose soul lights up with rays of lingering fire, 
And he the telescope of faith will hold, 

Disclosing Heavenly crowns of living gold. 


~~ A COLLEGIAN 





FOR THE SOUTHERN ROSE BUD 


HYSINE POUR UN ENFANT. 

(Lnilé de P Anglais. } 

Grand Dieu! par ton pouvoir divin, 

Pour moi brijle encor ce matin. 

LZ aspect des champs frappe ma yiie, 

Et poite dans mon aime émue 

Des plaisirs, des transports nouveaux. 

Qu’il est doux le chant des oiseaux! 

(Ju7il est pur Pair de ces ceteaux! 

Oui, japercois ta bienfaisance 

Dans Pouvrage de ta puissance. 

N’est ce point pour charmer mes yeux 

Que le soleil parcourt les citux? 

Mais non, Créateur glorieux; 

‘Ta bonte descend sur tout étre, 

Qui veut Vadorer, te connaitre, 

St je brule avec les mortels, 

Un encens pur sur tes autels. 

Ah! protége ma faible enfance, 

Souris & ma tendre innocence, 

Et parmi les veux des humans, 

Recois mes soupirs enfantins. P.M. 





OBITUARY. 

Mrs. Ed:tor,—Py inserting the following communications in 
your interesting paper, you will oblige A FRIEND. 

DIED—On the 23d June, 1833, in Summerville, Isaac Per- 
ny WARING, inehis IIth year. 

This interesting child was called away, after a very short ill- 
ness, but not before his thoughts and affections had been directed 
to a better world. A few days before he died, he called for his 
bible, and requested his parents to :ead for him; he told them to 


be good, and they wonld goto heaven; he spoke frequently of 


dying, and met his approaching dissolution with composure; he 
prayed most fervently for his parents and relations. lis love for 
his parents manifested itself in his anxious desire to see them: hap- 
py- le endured his sufterings with patience and fortitude, and 
expressed his gratitude to all his niinistering friends. 
Dry up your tears, agonized parents, your dear child has been 
transferred to the regions of bliss. 
Also—On the 27th July, 1833, Mary Exizaseru Perry, 
aged 12 months 
Ere sin cou!d blight, or sorrow fade, 
Death timely came withtender care; 
The opening buds to heaven convey’d, 
And bade them bloom forever there. 

















PRICE FOR BINDING THE ROSE BUD. 
Half Bound, sheep back, - 








- 25 cts. 


Do. do. morocco, lettered Rose Bud, 274 
Do. do. do. do. owner’s name, 50 


by W. ESTILL, 212 King-st. 
September 14, 1838. 
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